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bird included among the birds of paradise and allied like all the family
to the crow. It abounded in the Louisiades, and at St. Aignan we
secured one specimen of a manucodia up to that time unknown to
ornithologists. The bird is blue-black without plumes and covered
with crimped feathers curving outward from .the body and glistening
with a metallic sheen. It was not until we began to skin the Comrii
that we discovered the secret of his penetrating note which we had
heard out at sea. Instead of entering the thorax at once, the windpipe
is coiled on the breast immediately under the skin. When uncoiled it
proved to be fifteen inches long. In the rarer variety, provisionally
named Manucodia Thomsoni, after me, its discoverer, the windpipe
is not coiled, but extends under the skin to the end of the breastbone
and then returns.
From Ferguson Island we crossed to Goodenough, which rises
steeply to a cone. No doubt there is an extinct crater on the summit.
The soil is very fertile, and die people have larger houses and are more
prosperous than on the mainland opposite. They were friendly and
communicative, and we saw no sign of head-hunting in their villages.
We ran down to Samarai for the mails and there found Captain
Baden-Powell, A.D.CX to the Governor of Queensland, waiting for
us. He was on leave and had come to join our exploring expedition
if we would let him. His outfit put us all to shame: it included
everything that a Guardsman ought to travel with and a good deal
more besides, for he was an expert amateur photographer and a
naturalist, and the Army and Navy Stores had supplied him with
everything that the heart of an explorer can desire in a tropical
country. I overheard the mate remark gloomily as his outfit was being
hoisted on board that he had "forgotten the grand piano." What
the mate thought of his new shipmate's appearance after two months
in the bush, he was too discreet to say. The only objection to Baden-
Powell's outfit was that it would have taken a team of pack mules to
carry it, and the rule of our expedition was that every man " humped
his own swag": so the outfit remained in the yacht's hold and was
rarely visited by its owner. At the end of a fortnight he looked nearly
as disreputable as ourselves. We left our miners at Samarai. Their
prospecting in the d'Entrecasteaux group had been negative.
Milne Bay, the deep indentation at the eastern extremity of the
mainland, was now our objective, for it had been rarely visited by